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Chap. II..The Glfl in the Wat?T
All about Wlnton the banks of the main

streams are pierced at intervals to admit
runlets of clear water into the meadows
below. Such a boring there was of a goodish
calibre at the point where we stopped, into
this a yonng girl had slipped, and wouid
drown in time, for, thoujjh she clung on to

the edge with frantic hands, her efforts to

escape had evidently exhausted her to such
an extent that she could now do no more

than look up to us as we stood on the
bank above, wtih wild, beseeching eyes.
A wet strand of dark hair clung across her
mouth, impeding her breathing, and she
was nearly spent. It had been her cries
which we had heard.

I was going to Jump to her help, when
Jason stayed me with his hand.

"Hist"! Renny," he whispered, "I ve
.never seen a body drown.
"Nor shall," said I, hoping he jested.
"Let me shove her hands off. he said.

In the same wondering tone. In one moment,
with a shock, I saw the horrible meaning
In his face; the next, with a quick move¬

ment I had flung him down and jumped. He
rose 'at once, and his lips were redder than
ever, for a little cut was on one of them,
but before he could recover himself I hail
the girl out by the hands and had stretched
her limp and prostrate, on the grass. 1 hen
I paused, embarrassed, and he stood above,
looking lown upon us.

.niinnt,."You'll have to pay for that, Renny,
he said, "sooner or later".and, of course,
1 "Turn1 tfTcreature on her face, you
dolt!"' he continued, "and let the water run

°"lt endeavored to comply. hot the

£X?y. SSerlm* UrtU ofnow.
burn tenderness for the thing I had s4\ed
moved °n me and I dropped upon mjVnoes and smoothed avyay the sodden

ner face. Thus revealed t
bfcfmed an oddly pretty one; the skin hair
transparent, like rice paper; the forehead
rounding from the nose like a kitten s.
But she never opened her eyes, so that I
could not see what was their color, taough
the lashes were black.
Presently a hororr seized me that she

dead, and I shook her pretty roughly
"Oh/"h0sh?r'cried. with a whimper,
T° was so rejoiced at this evidence of life

that I gave a whoop. Then I bent over

he"ifs all right, girl," I said; "you're safe;
* HeVlips were moving again and I stopped
to listen0: Avhat did he want to drown me

"she ray broth'-r not of

!*»?
al-ove* then they closed again.
"Come." I said roughly; "if you can talk

y°IUrose myseT'as I spoke, and stood look-
iDk: erloomlly down upon her. Jason laughei
"That isn't logic, Renny." he said.
At sound of his voice the girl struggled

^ nosture And then rose to herSt iKf Vx-y^hS.1 h*I;
BODDed with water, was a poor patched£tfalr, and rough country shoes were on her

*e-Take me somewhere. -where l can dry^tfhe said, imperiously. Don t let mm
».he needn't follow.

(

wanted- to jrown me;
lie didn't know I cant die by water.

"Ofbourse 'not. "l'm. * changeling!"
She said lt with a chlldisS seriousness

tfiat confounded me.

:Mm. «by
Tf was^too bewildered to pursue the sub-

rainbow anTtvantM to catch them; then I

"where are you going
vou." she answered.

°?hatdmv wmSranCew1th h7rVh?m andSt something odd and new had flashed
Snto my life. I ffl*^ui7Bay when this

^%^nceUnM^anica8liy V surtVfor

»M"-?r .. -Ml.
<«r he

thistle had dropped to a very mellow note.
To my surprise I noticed that she was cry

iD"i thought changelings couldn't cry," I

Sa"l' tell you, water does not affect me "

she answered sharply. "What a mean spy

'i" waTfvery ^ngry at that, and strode
on with black looks. w^reupon she edRed
tip to me and said softly: Don t De sore

^"Howe'd?eyouy know my name?" I asked,

B"-I heard him say It," she said, softly.
sl* rt"-

P Fo?' the first time In my life I blushed

*U"You'beast," I said, "to think that men

^She rive me a sounding smack on theASW turned » he.. furonrty.
"Oh, yes!" she cried, hit out at me, uoi

""I^Mteooh yon." I «'<>-">>«,!

heTpo?a"eS:J'..' I tnrnejround "nee more. She was so c'ose to
lason that It seemed almost as if

.8t have been walking together, but ber
ad was before her eyes, and he was
oopln^', with a red face, over a tuft of

^"Com^on," I said, "if you want to, and
been a civil tongue in your head.'
She made gome little demur, but present

It we were walking together again.
"What's your home, Renny ? she askea
and by.

"A mill," I answered; "but nothing U
grand there." j
Chap. III..The Mill and the Change¬

ling. i

JSL

old. dusty, molderlng Interior o
^ ^The building stood upon a trll

red brick that ^^^VSnT was'eon-tended, so far as *
where, on eacheerned. from shoreto shore

ctieek toside, a house of later aaie
indifferentfowl with 't. "Rooked but an^affair as

as dedicated to St.aforesaid, which *»
but ln realitySwithin of

backward than one mightextended further bacKwatu
the east ^dehave suspected. Moreover,

of tUe9>a longlsh wing, with a ^ageQ addedSUV" 'f r p-1"-4 .'

l0These were for all to see-but behind the
walls!

».na rmon me as I write; theA shadow falls upon m
a clam0»atmosphere seenis to t

rgJ blotches ofof voiceless ^ugnter, mean mallsunset, ^eezed througear {hey do-wlth awindow, fall.1 coui
the oaken boards. Isplash like bloo

a flog or themust hold to my tasK
man me for It.

terror will deepe
uuCanny from the first,Was the old mill unca y

whlch our
or Is It only the ga®s" Deople It thatgeneration of P^ss!pj°is j'ean say: That I
have made It ®0.

tlme when Jason and 1.
never remember a time wneu

voom
or even Zyp, dared to.bero

never f,,r
of silence alo?e_"^inntes Modred had not
more than a few j^red's Imagina-the same awe of It,

fant. p0r my father
tion was a swaddled i

was too ac-
I will not speak. MayDe u

customed to spectres to dre
&bove tbeThis room was one

^ lt barbored thewater, and thefa
mjng when In mo-mill wheel. ^ air with discordanttl.n, shook the stagnant^ ^ ^ ^ expiana-sounds, may ha

stood against thetlon of Its eerlness.
tbe yard, andeast wing XolmSlikea loft, withwas a dismal, dull pia .

into darkness.black beams above^g ^ & square littleIts only light cam
g bieared withwindow in front, that

a laceworKdust and stopped °utslde
u ^a3of wire. Against its we

wQodj whichreared a bu^nntn inthe upper half of the
was made to; c°nt?'{J Jn d shaft that wentwheel, with Itaratchet i

^ tioor above;
u. to the great stones

, below andfor the mill ^^^^revolving thewhen the great pa<idle woodworkSr>rS^o"J^o"r^ tor -

ieoN'.% it AseB"»-fancy of my £ath
h istc in 0ur day everthough uo grain or hus0nes ^ wheei wascrumbled between fortunes layforever kept inl motion a. li 0^ tlme. Thelu grinding against ropy Ug regular-custom was in Itself gh moments,ity was Interrupted only ^^ht, when, lyingand those generaltylnt g^ from tlme t0abed upstairs, we boys ^ temporary cessa-tlnie become conscious ot a ^ ise thattlon of the humming, ^^rating ^ ^was so habitual to

uneasy. To thisout it made if J Itrange solicitude on thefancy was added a etra fe
n_being of thepart of my father fortiar into thewheel itself. He ty thrice a day to oilroom of silence % rarely anv tinkeringand examine it, ¦inAltnnij j

sound ofwas called for we knew u oy
^ ^ waterthe closing of tbe> slul

ther cbannel.rush swerving round
enough, and^;ra s°l^ return toh that May afternoon

and little Zyp. the c5ft°Bttae'mill so quietlyShe followed me Into themi¦»
hind me.that I hardly ^"dh?r eves were full of aWhen I lo^e^ back hecrossed onstrange speculationanfl ^^ she motionedher breast, as if she p .

marVelllng at mymo forward and I obeyed, ^ t }deaown submission. I °^fatbev or what pro-what I was to say to
eUed me onwardpose. An odd (lesti y f

hJ seated byand that was all. Wte ^\°aupstalrs, a bot-the table in the lly ^ . p The weeklytie and glass befons iaim.
but ha<1 notdemon ^as beginning to
stared at us

Thpn. t» rn
up to the Old man. P

klss(Mj hls ruttedsat upon his Knee a
echoed bycheek. 1 *ave a g P

leaningJason, who had followeo a
1U

tie'Sni-zip-w., ca-

la a h.r.h,

d^?ou°pnilfd her out? What was Jason
there doing V'

drowTi .. mv brotheranswered0 for himself, defiantly forestalling
v.

furiously across tt
several cruel, heavyone arm anr g

shoulders and the back ofbtows aa7°^h"Sboy was half stunned, buthis head. The
every stroke Zyputtered no chands. Then,laughed and .PP
floor, from whichflinging ^1* tilv rose agaln and resumed his

wifta,sr«!ng£». -».

soft as flowers.
"What's your name.

"Your other name?"
.'Tsett? Where do you1 come from? What

br"UennyUbroughi me here because I love jhl"Love him? Have you ever met before?""Vo-but he pulled me out of the water.
'Tome.this wont do. I must know mope

abShe laughed and put out her hand coax- jln^Ihall I tell y/su? A little, perhaps. I
b ble forest out west there,

tVbnfTlrre0sfThosre'for kZ}w-\tied late and had a baby and they delayed

to christen It. One day the baby was gone
and I was there. They knew me for a

changeling from the first and didn't love
me. But I lived with them for all that
and they got to hate me more and more.
Not a cow died or a gammer was wryed
wi' the rheumatics but I had done It. Bit
by bit the old man lost all his trade and
loved me none the more, I can tell you.
He was a Beast Leech, and where was the
use of the forest folk sending for him to
mend their sick kine when he kept a
changeling to undo it all*/ They wouldn't
do me a harm, for fear of the fairies; they
might have got their baby back by burn-
ins me, but the.v didn't dare: but at last1.1HV couiu Siauu
of lt aBd v the worn®
brought ine away and los

m"Lost you?" echoed m

fa®' said Zyp. with
little cluck .'/ unew aaoif>nz how th© tramp
to end- There was.an x»Xne a woman, Uvea i

i#S#3§B^K-3
things.

"Well," said my father.
"We walked east by

the sun f°r days, and
the woman, the isite or
the old Beast Leach,
grew so tired that her
toe balls almost burst.
Then we came to the topof a big, soft hin. wbere

, little ueetks^wexe- aqp-ping among the grass,and below was a great
town like stones in a
green old quarry, and
the woman said: Hun
down and ask the name
of It while I rest here.
And I ran with the wind
in my face and was 3°^ful for I knew that she
would escape when l
was gone and 1Jv,<?umnever see her again.
44And then you tumbled

Into the water said myfather.
Zyp nodded
"And now, she said,

"I belong to nobody, and
will you have me?
Mv father shook nis

head, and in a moment
sobs most piteous were
shaking the girl s throat.
So forlorn and pretty a
sight I have never seen
before or since.
"Well." he said, ir

nobody comes to claim
you, you may stop.
And stop Zyp dia.

Surely was never an
odder coming, yet from
that day she was one of
U Xvhat was truthful and
what Imaginative in her
cstorv I have never
known, for from first to
last this was the niost
we heard of it; only let
no one doubt her convic¬
tion of fairy origin until
he has gained the heart
Of the remotest villa«w«*

might claim precedence. But Jason was
admitted to n'o pretence of rivalry; though,
to do him justice, he at once took the
upper hand by meeting scorn with In¬
difference. In my heart, however, I
claimed her as my especial property; a
demand justed, I felt no doubt, by her
manner toward me, which was marked by
a peculiar rebellious tenderness she showed
to no other.
The day after her arrival she asked me

to take her over the mill and show her
everything. I complied when the place
was empty of all save us. We explored
room by room, with a single exception, the
ancient building; peeped out of the top
gable window that looked straight across

to the great dome of St. Catherine's Hill;
hung over the little railed platform at
the rear and watched the double-cleft black
water as it swung, with roar and rumbling,
beneath our feet into the three dark chan¬
nels that undermined the house. Then said
Zyp: "There's a room you haven't shown
me, Renny."
"Yes," said I; "the room of silence.'
"Why didn't we go there?"
"Never mind. There's something wicked

In It."
"What? Do tell me! Oh, I should love

to see!"
'There's nothing to see. Let It alone,

can't you?"
"You're a coward, of course. I'll get the

sleepy boy to show me."
"Come along then," I said, stung to des¬

peration, and, seizing her hand, dragged her

roughly indoors.
We crossed a dark passage and, pushing

back a (heavy door af ancient timber, stooa
on the threshold of the room of silence. It
was not In nature's meaning that the name

was bestowed, for, entering, the full voice
of the wheel broke upon one with a grlnd-
ingfury that shooJi the mouldering boards of
the floor. It carried a significance that was

like a sixth sense In its hopelessness of In¬
terpretation.
As we stood, a little glance of sunlight

coming through the hair-blinded casement
shone upon the girl's bright face, so that
it stood out as If phosphorescent.
"Well," I whispered, "have you seen

enough?"
"I see nothing!" she cried, with n shrill,

defiant laugh; "I am going In".and before
I could stop her, she had run Into the mid¬
dle of the room and was standing still in
the bar of sunlight, with her arms out¬
spread like wings, and her face, the Hps
apart, lifted with an expression on it of
eager inquiry.
What happened? 1 can find an Image

only in the poison bottle of the entomolo¬
gist. As some shining, flower-stained but¬
terfly, slipped into this glass coffin, quivers,
droops its wings and fades, as it were. In
a moment before its captor's eyes, so Zyp

Zyp stood with arms out¬
stretched in a bar of sun¬

light.
The changeling. This dainty

bit of femininity, whose soul had
tragic depths unlimited In the
story's early chapters, uncon¬
sciously controlled the destinies
of men.

of these practical Islands and found there¬
in fewer than thousands who secretly
cherish traditional belief In the little folk
to this day.
One thing was certain. Zyp was by na¬

ture a child of the open air and the sun.
Flowers that were wild she loved.not
those that were cultivated, however beau¬
tiful, of which she was indifferent.and
she had an unspeakable imagination In read¬
ing their fanciful histories and a strange
faculty for fondling them, as It were, into
sentient beings. I can hardly claim belief
when I say that I have seen a rough net¬
tle fade when she scolded it for stinging
her finger, or a little yellow rock rose turn
from the sun to her when she talked to it.
Elfish children there are who appear to
radiate an influence, uiost lovable In Its
way, that Is purely of the earth, and she
was of these. They seem rare examples
of indigenes that have "cast ba<'k'* to days
pre-angelic, before the sons of God walked
with the daughters of men.
Zyp never plucked a flower, or allowed

us to do so if she could prevent it. I well
remember the first walk I took with her af¬
ter her establishment In the mill, when I
was attracted by a rare little blossom, the
water chickweed, which sprouted from a
grassy trench, and pulled it for behoof. She
beat me savagely with her soft hands, then
fell to kissing and weeping over the torn
little weed, which actually appeared to re¬
vive a moment under her caresses. I had
to promise with humility never to gather
another wild flower so long as I lived and I
have been faithful to my trust. With a like
instinct she marvellously avoided treading
on any creeping thing in her path, and
would call to me or other of us. when she
loitered behind, perhaps a goodish space,
to be careful how we stepped at the mo¬
ment. for there was something underfoot.
which Indeed on looking we often saw to
be the case.
The afternoon of her coining old Peg

rigged her up some description of sleeping
accommodation in a little room In the attic
and this became her sanctuary whenever
she wished to escape us and be alone.
To my. father she was uniformly sweet
and coaxing, and hr- for his part took a
strange fancy to her, and abated some¬
what of his demoniacal moodiness from
the date of her arrival.
Yet it must not be imagined, from this

description of her softer side, that Zyp
was all tender pdability. On the con¬
trary, in her general relations with us and
others as impure human beings, she was
the veritable soul of lmplshness and played
a thousand pranks to prove her title to
her parentage. \'n this, it must be con¬
fessed, we went hand and glove with her,
and, so far from resenting, encouraged her
in her escapades,, notwithstanding we were
often the victin s of them.
At first she m tde a feint of distributing

her smiles wil 'ully, by turn, between
Modred and mi A so that neither of us

rauea Derore mine. iter

a,r'ns dropped to her

Si 2S'i* er ,"ffure seemed
as <f its whole bijovanev
were gone at a touch, her
face fell to a waxen
color and "Oh, take ine
away! she wailed In a
thin, strangled voice
n,,L°^nSue£ed m-v terror,
rushed to her, and, drag¬
ging her stumbling and
tripping from the room
banged to the door be-
hind us and made for the
little platform once more

| and the open air.

*3e.,revrIed ln a ^on-
r derfully short space of
time, and, lifting up her
head from »the iron rail¬
ing on which she had
been resting it, looked

into my eyes with her
wide with confusion and
dismay.
"It was hideous," she

whispered; "why didn't
you stop me?"

.^Ip. it will be seen,
was not an elf. She had
something in common
witfiTer"?;'e£T~ .

«..'lI,,w?r?ed I said,
felt

kuow what you

It was as If a ques¬
tion were being asked of
me, she said. In a low
voice. "And yet no one
spoke and there was no
question. I don't know
w liat it wanted or what
were the words, for there

e°?,eLb':t 1 feel as

(Ll.?ha11 ^ave t0 K° on
thinking of the answer
and struggling to find It
forever and ever."
"Yes," I whispered, In

the same tone; "that Is
what everybody says."

CHAP. IV.
.ZYP BEWITCHING.
In the evening Dr.

Crackenthorpe paid us a

visit. He found my
father out, but elected to
sit with us and smoke
his pipe expectant of the
other's return. So he sat
on pulling at the stem in
a saturnine manner
Zyp was still upstairs

and the Doctor had not
as yet seen her, but he
was conscious, I think
In some telepathic way'
or an alien presence in
t5?^.h0U8£: for he kept
shifting his position un-
easily and looking toward
the door. However, he
was soon to have con¬
vincing Droof of the new

element Introduced without further specu¬
lation on his part, for a screech from his
lips suddenly startled us and we turned
round to see the long man standing bolt
upright., with his face gone the color of a
meal sack, and his bald eyes staring promi¬
nent.
"What's the matter?" said Jason.
Gradually the Doctor's face assumed a

dark look of rage.
"Which of you was It?" he cried In a

broken 'voice; "tell me, or I'll crack all youi
fingers like fire sticks!"
"What's the matter?" snid Jason, again:

"you see for yourself we've been sitting bj
the table all the time you've been there.V
"Something spoke.somebody, I tell yon,

as I sat here in the chimney corner!" Hf
was beside himself with fury and had
great ado to crush his emotion under. But
he succeed&d and sat down again trembling
all over.
"A curse is on the house!" he muttered:

then aloud: "I've had enough of youi
games, you black vermin! I won't stand
it, d'ye hear? Let there be an end!"
We started, dropped into our seats and

were beginning our confidences once more,
when the Doctor started up a second time
with a loud oath, and leaped into the mid
die of the room.
"Great thunder!" he shouted; "d'yedare!"
This time we had all htard It.a wail

ing whisper that seemed to come from thf
neighborhood of the chimney and to uttei
the words: "Beware the demon that sit?
In the bottle," and of the whole companjonly I was not confounded.
As to the Doctor, In the midst of his rage,I suppose, he recognized the absurdity ol

aesoclatine us with the spectral voice; foi
he suddenly turned very white again, and
passing a nervous hand across his fore
head, muttered shaklngly: "Can it be? ]
don't exceed as others do. I swear I hav<
taken less this month than ever before."
With the terror In his soul he stumbled

toward the door and was moving out hia
hand to reach to it. when it opened from
the other side and Zyp, as meek and pure
looking as a young saint, met him on the
threshold.
Now, I had that morning in the course

of conversation with the changeling,touched upon Dr. Craekenthorpe and his
weaknesses, and that ghostly mention of the
bottle convinced me 011 the moment that
only she could be responsible for the
mystery.a revelation of impishness, which,
I need not say, delighted me 110 less than
it did my brothers when they came to
hear of It. The method of her prank I was
soon to learn, and may as well describe It
here. The embrasure for a fireplace In
her room had never been fitted with a
grate, and the hearthstone itself was
cracked and dislocated in a dozen
places. By removing some of these frag¬
ments she had actually discovered a broken
way into the chimney of the sitting room
below, down which it was easy to slip a

hollow rail of Iron, which with other lum¬
ber lay in the attics. This she had done,
listened for her opportunity, and there¬
upon spoken the ominous words.
I think her appearance was the con¬

summation of the doctor's terror, for a

shuddering "Oh!" shook from his lips and
he seemed, about to drop. And, indeed, she
was somewhat like a spirit, with her wild,
white face, looking from a tangle of pheas¬
ant-brown hair and her solemn eyes, like
water glints in little wells of shadow.
She walked past the stricken man all

stately, and then Modred and I jumped up
and greeted her. At this the Doctor's J:lw
dropped, but Ills trembling ceased and lie
watched us with Injected eyes. Holding my
two hands, Zyp looked coyly round, lean¬

ing backward. , , ... .

"I love a tall man," she whispered; he

has more in him than a short one.

The doctor pulled himself together and
came straggling across to the table.
"Who the pestilence is this? he said,

in a voice not yet quite under his com-

111
Zyp' let go my hands and curtsied like a

" '^Zvp!" the orphan, good gentleman," shfr
said; "shall I fill your pipe for'7°u?

n
It had fallen on the floor by thecMnn) ?

and she picked it up and went to him with
a winning expression.
"Where is your tobacco, please.
Mechanically he brought a round tin box

from his pocket and handed it to her. ^en
it was a study In elfin coquetry to see the
way in which she daintily coaxed the weed
Into the bowl, talking to it as if It

,

fretful Infant at Its toilet and afterward
sucking at the pipe stem with her deter
mined little red Hps to see if It <*ie^
properlv. This done, she presented the
mouthpiece to the Doctor's conslderat on,

as if it were a baby's comforter whieh
Indeed It is, seeing we are all children of
a .W"grSTetb»«Id. "Bit down, »»d I'll

n.manthtora1loWrehU pleasures to be en-

eroached upon unbidden, and we three, at

least, knew it as much as our skins w ere

worth to offer practical hospitality in

alZypTooked at our faces, and stamped her
foot lively, with a toss of dlsdain.
"Where* is the strong drink.' she said.
Modred tittered: "In that cupboard over

the mantel shelf, if you must know." he
S

Zvp had the bottle out In a twinkling, and
a Jpiss With it. She poured out a stiff
rummer added water from a stone bottle
on a corner shelf, and presented the grate-
(u\ offering to the visitor, who had re¬

seated himself by the table. .. ..

His scruples of conscience and discretion
erew faint in the near neighborhood of the

hanpv cordial. His cheek flushed in an¬

ticipation; he looked, drew a long breath,
nut out his hand, drew It back laughed,
seized the slass, criticised its contents with
a squint of serious geniality andimpiiilsive-
i- took half the grog at a bieatn. A..p

clapped her hands joyfully, whereupon he
clumped down the glass on the table^with
a dismayed look which resolved Itself Into

*%Bi&ssusss:»od.
room If he had had what is vulgarly called
a skinful, he was not drunk, for he moved
stendilv up to the little group at the table
with a scowl contracting his forehead. I he
half-emptied tumbler had caught his eye iin-

medlately. and he pointed to it. I. was con¬

scious that the doctor quaked a little.
'

"Pray make yourself at home, said mj^
father and caught up the glass and fliinB
Its contents in the other's face
ment the two men were locked in a sa^ .i0e,
furious embrace. It looked like murder.
Snarling and spitting like a couple of'mad
wildcats, they fought at one anothei »

throats for mastery and the deadly
tiil crashing over a chair, they were flung
sprawling: on the floor and apart. Before
tliev could come together again /yp alone
of 'us had placed herself between them
fearless and beautiful, and had broken into
a strange little song, with a curious air
that hung hauntlngly in the airs.

...

The great passion seemed to die out of the
two foes and to give place to a Pleasant
concel? comical in its way. that they had

only been rol 1Icldng '*er;v.tbf closer

allusion*^to^liis brutality, "the ^liquor was

choice Schiedam and Its gone.
He sat down, called for another S'ass,

helped himself to a noggin and pushed the
bottle roughly across to Dr. Crackenthorpe,
who had already reseated himself opposite

..Sinn again, girl, said my father, nut

Z"I never d^anything to order," she said,
"but the fairies move me to dance.
She blew out the lamp as she spoke and

Glided to a patch of light that fell from the
high Mav moon through the window on to
the rough boards of the room. Into this
light she dipped her hands and then passed
them over her hair and face as though she
were washing herself in the mystic foun¬
tain of the night; and all the time her mur¬

muring voice accompanied the action in lit¬
tle trills of laughter and words not under¬
standable. Presently she fell to dancing,
slowly at first and dividing her presence
between glow and gloom; but gradually
the supple motion of her body increased,
step by step, until she was footing it as

wildly as a young Hamadryad to her own

leaping shadotv on the floor.
It was a weird, fantastic sight, and one

not out of keeping with the haunted char¬
acter of the old building.
Suddenly she sprung from the moonlit

square danced over to Dr. t rackentliorpe
and. whispering awfully in his ear, "Be¬
ware of the demon that sits In the bottle,
ran from the room.

^ , ,

Mv father burst into a fit of laughter, but
I think from that day the doctor fnlly
hated her.
And here for a little space I lay down my

pen that I may rest and ponder. The
shadow of a cloud that, when I started up¬
on this record, lay no larger than a wafer
upon the margin of the sky, but which I
surelv foresaw must advance, ever extend¬
ing, until It blotted out all the peaceful ter¬
raced garden of my younger vision, drifts
toward me black and menacing. A little
while and the bolt will fall and the world
beneath.my world.shrivel in its blast to
dreary sticks and ashes.
(To be continued to-morrow. Begun In

the Journal April 27.)

GENERA^GARCI A'S STATUS

May Have Been Made Leader of the East¬
ern Cuban Forces, but Not

Commancer-in-Chief.

Benjamin F. Guerra, treasurer of the
Cuban Junta, said yesterday In regard to a

report which reached this city to the effect
that Genera! Calxito Garcia had been ap¬
pointed Commander-in-Chief of the revolu¬
tionary forces:

"I do not think this Is possible. The re¬
port may be based upon the appointment
of Garcia to a higher position, but it is ab¬
surd to say that he has been plac.ed at the
head of the army.
"If Garcia has been promoted, it is very

likely to the full command of the troops
in the Eastern provinces of Santiago de
Cuba and Puerto Principe.
"General Maximo Gomez, you may de¬

pend upon it, is still the grand leader. I
suppose that this report is based upon the
alleged ill-health of the Commander-in-
Chief. According to the very latest reports
that we liav received Gomez is full of life
and vigor."
President Palma, of the Junta, said:
"I feel sure that there is nothing in the

statement that Garcia has been put in the
place occupied by Gomez.

FATALLY BITTEN BY A HORSE.

Barned's Neighbors Came to His Aid Too
Late to Save His Life.

Cortland, N. Y., April 27..Robert J.
Barned, a photographer, of Marathon, this
county, last night died from Injuries received
from « vicious horse. He was in the stable
harne' sing the animal, \\ijen It bit him In
the b: ;ck shoulder and neck.
Neij hbors came to Barned's aid, but not

befort he had been fatally injured. -He left
a wid >w and six children.

K llled by a Blow with u Fist.
I Pit isburg, April 27..While at work In the
Pitt burg Wi^e Works, at Braddock, to-day,
Joh i Stoll was Instantly killed by a blow
fro i the fist of Charles Edwards, colored.
St< I had struck Edwards over the head
wii i an Iron billet. Edwards will plead
Jut '.flable homicide.

PHILLIPIK DEATH
DUE TO APPENDICITIS.

Her Teacher, Miss Cunningham.
Exonerated by an

Autopsy.
Only an Operation Could Have

Saved the Little School
Girl's Life.

CORONER HOEBER TALKS OF THE CASE

Superintendent of Schools Condemns
Teachers Who Refuse Pupils

Permission to Leave
Their Seats.

An autopsy performed on the body of
little Philllpina Armaner, who died early
Sunday morning, has exonerated the child's
teacher.Miss Jane Cunningham, of Gram¬
mar School No. 71, on East Seventh street
.of all responsibility as to the girl's death.

Phillipina, who was eleven years old,
resided with her parents at No. 120 East
Eflghth streetv was taken violently ill last
Tuesday while at school. Dr. Julius Hoff¬
man, of No. Ill Second avenue, was called
to attend the child, and learning that a

month previous she was refused permis¬
sion to temporarily leave the school-room
by Miss Cunningham, her teafcher, Dr.
Hoffman diagnosed the girl's Illness as

peritonitis and kidney trouble. Coroner
Hoeber was inclined to attribute Phllll-
plna's death to the teacher's arbitrary
action.
Yesterday morning, despite the objec¬

tions of the dead child's family. Coroner's
Physician Schultze performed an autopsy,
in the presence of Coroner Hoeber. The
autopsy revealed the fact that Phillipina's
death was caused by peritonitis as a re¬
sult of acute appendicitis. So far advanced
was the disease that the child's life could
only have been saved by the removal of
the vermiform appendix.
Coroner Hoeber said yesterday: "Al¬

though death in this case was not due to
the teacher's idea of discipline, I am cer¬

tain that much ill-health is caused by the
arbitrary actions of teachers. I propose
to officially call the attention of the School
Trustees to this matter. I am glad that
the autopsy has exonerated Miss Cunning¬
ham, but I hope that the serious aspect
of the case, Sunday, will prove a warn¬

ing to other teachers."
Superintendent of Schools Jasper said:

"I was amazed when I heard the story,
for the Board has always been very In¬
sistent of the necessity of excusing chil¬
dren when they ask permission. We have
impressed this upon teachers time and
time again. The health of pupils is of
more Importance than learning. No doubt
the privilege Is often abused, but we long
ago adopted the plan of notifying parents
if such requests became suspiciously fre¬
quent on the part of any one pupil. I will
personally Investigate the matter, and I
trust that no such storv may ever come

to our ears again. As for Miss Cunning-
Jiarn, she is very well thought of by the
Board and by her fellow-teachers, and I
am sure there must be some good excuse,

JjL indeed, the permission was_refused the
child."

LOST WIFE AND FRIEND.

Williams Found Gentleman Stanley on

Blackwell's Island, but His Mate
Is Missing.

"I am In search of my wife, sir, and
there's the man who knows where she

is," said J. Williams, carpenter and cabinet
maker, of No. 129 Clinton place, to a deputy
on Blackwell's Island yesterday.
The prisoner designated by the index

finger of the angry mechanic beat a hasty
retreat from the doorway of Warden Dun-

phy's office to a position within that
official's private quarters. "I will not

talk with you," was his "only answer.

The records of the- Warden show that
Hamilton Stanley was committed to Black¬
well's Island by Magistrate Crane from
Jefferson Market Police Court, to serve

eighty days for disorderly conduct. He
calls himself Dr. Hamilton Stanley, and
claims to be the son of a distinguished
officer of the Queen's Hussars: he further
claims to be a brother-in-law of the present
Bishop of Hereford, and a cousin of a valor¬
ous major in the "First Begiinent of Royal
Scots. Hi* education, Stanley says, was most
thorough, and the best the schools of Eng¬
land could bestow. A still further claim
set up by Stanley is that, by personal
bravery, he saved the lives of half a dozen
of the crew of the r.altimore when they
were assailed by a Chilian mob at ^ alpa-
raiso. The apparently distinguished Hamil¬
ton Stanley did not present affidavits to
substantiate his claims when angry Car-
neuter Williams visited him yesterday.
Mr. Williams's side of the case follows:
.'I met Stanley in Chickering Hall at a

lecture. 1 took him home because he was

penniless and without work. lie simply
devoured his first ureal, and we had to send
to the grocer's after he ate the second one.

I could have stood this, but pretty soon my
wife began to sew on his buttons and noth¬
ing was too good for him. \\ hen she told
me 'I'd rather spend my time with this
irentleman for twelve shillings a week, than
with you for all you can earn,' I ordered
him out. Then my wife left, and as my
savings for years were hi her name In the
bank she took all."

,

Williams has a record for bravery and
good conduct. He rescued a boy last year
during a fire at Ullmann's big factory,
Twentv-seventb street and First avenue.

The prisoner Stanley declined to discuss
the disappearance of Mrs. Williams but
snoke very highly of her, at the same time
denouncing her husband as "a common fel-

'°The missing woman's friends think that
she will return, and had only an interest in

Stanley to the extent of befriending him.

CABLE CAR ACTUALLY STOPS.

Simply Because the Gripman Sees a Nickel
on the Track.

A Third avenue cable car came to a dead

stop yesterday between Tenth and Eleventh
streets. The gripman gave the brake a few

twists that the car, through force of habit,
might not see a passenger and Insist upon

going ahead.
Then the gripman and the conductor com¬

menced to make an examination of the

underneath portion of the car.

"Itun' ahead a few feet and I 11 get It,
said the conductor.
"No, never mind, "it's right here," re¬

sponded the gripman.
The fat man in the front seat, who was

in a hurry, looked at his watch and asked
the passenger next if the break was going
to block the road.
"I got It," yelled the gripman as he with¬

drew" his hand from under the car and
fushed forward to the front platform.
"I'm glad its fixed," said the fat man.

The conductor came along the foot rail
and the fat man Inquired what caused the
stop. , , ,

"Oh, the gripman saw a nickel on the
track," was the reply as the conductor
rang up two fares and the gripman shot
bv a crowd of would-be passengers without
stopping in order to make up time.

DIED PROTESTING
HIS INNOCENCE,

f .

Murderer Feigenbaum Denied
His Crime Before

Execution.

Shocked to Death at Sing Sing
for Cutting His Land¬

lady's Throat.

WALKED TO THE CHAIR CALMLY.

Killed In an Instant, but to Satisfy a Med¬
ical Man, Who Douoted, the Cur¬

rent Was Turned on Again
by the Electrician.

Sing Sing, April 27..Carl Feigenbaum
lived fifty-five years and died to-day in an
electric chair. A jury found him guilty of
cutting the throat of Mrs. Juliana Hoffman.
He boarded in her house, No. 540 East
Sixth street, New York City, and though
he was found, there covered with blood, he
denied that he had killed the woman.

Experts examined Into his mental condi¬
tion after conviction, and reported that he
was sane.
The death of Mrs. Hoffman occurred Sep¬

tember 1, 1894. Since that day Feigen¬
baum had been In Jails and prisons, and hia
case had moved slowly to to-day's conclu¬
sion. His case m»ved slowly that the poor,
Ignorant man might have the benefit of all
the safeguards which jurists have provid¬
ed for persons charged with crime.
For nearly twenty months Feigenbaum

had been protected by the State from most
of the influences which shorten the lives of
free men, because the State, when it had
determined his guilt, was set upon killing
hlin.
For twenty months his undeveloped brain

had been occupied in supporting and reiter¬
ating his denial of guilt. That denial was
the one dominant thought of his life. He
had no great ingenuity; he had only the
cunning of the ignorant man, and the in.
stlnct of self-preservation, which is as
strong In a worm as In a human being.

It may be that he was innocent. Human
courts, a human Jury, hum.-.n physicians
and a human Governor believed him guilty,
and moved him along.each In turn.toward
the death to which twenty months' waltina
brought him.

It may be that he was guilty and that the
denial In which he never wavered, arising
first out of that Instinct of self-preserva¬
tion, became so fixed that it blotted out his
recollection of the murder.
He never wavered In denial. When all

hope of commutation vanished, he applied
himself to preparation for a life beyond the
electric chair. Roman Catholic clergymen,
Fathers Bruder, Creedon and Maguire, at.
tended him, and during many days he
prayed with them, and read all the books
of religion they p|ut into his hands. He
fixed his thoughts on God and His mercy;
he sought the intercession of her who had
been the mother of the Saviour of the world.
¦'From the priests' hands he received abso¬
lution, and was prepared for death. To
them he consistently denied that he was

--beUexfid. -Liuii-tHeir akso-
lutlon would be valueless if he persisted in
sin and wilfully mocked their faith by pre¬
tence of a full confession.
He read with painful slowness, but with

zeal, until 2 o'clock this morning In the
precious books they had given him. He
slept until 8 o'clock, and arose ready to
die. He put on his grave clothes and, calm
as he had ever beep, laughed with a guard
because the coat did not fit.
"It will do for the hours I have left," he

said.
He refused to eat, and read the promises

and prayers which he had never thought so

sweet In the many years he had lived out¬
side of prisons. It was 11 o'clock when he
was called from the cell, and he walked to
the execution chamber with no more out¬
ward evidences of concern than the guards
who accompanied him.
The priests were with him. They had

given him a crucifix. He kissed the sym¬
bol as he entered the chamber, and ad¬
dressing the clergymen and Warden Sage
he said in German:
."These are the last words I can ever.ut-

ter. (He held the crucifix before his eyes.)
Right here at the brink of the grave I
again repeat I am innocent of this mur¬
der."
Witnesses who understood German trans¬

lated for those who did not, and during
the buzz Feigenbaum walked to the chair
and seated himself. He seized the hands
of Warden Sage and kissed them.
"Good-by all," he said, glancing around

the room.

To Father Creedon he gave his specta¬
cles, and, pressing the crucifix to his lips,
fell back In the chair.
In five seconds tlie skilful attendants had

pinioned his legs and arms, covered his
face and placed the sponge in position. The
signal was given and in that Instant the
man was dead.
Electrician Davis turned on 1,820 volta

for the first shock, which lasted five sec¬

onds. Jit was reduced to 350 volts, and
kept going for fifty seconds. Then 1,820
volts were administered for five seconds
more. After that there was a pause.
With every shock a sound like an agon¬

ized groan escaped the man's lips, which
the physicians said was caused by the
sudden expulsion of air from tjhe lungs.
Feigenbaum was undoubtedly dead, but one

of the medical experts.Dr. Connolly, of
Kingston.thought he felt a movement of
the muscles of the neck, and asked that the
current be turned on again. This was

done merely to satisfy him. Fhyslclans
and attendants said the execution was the
"most successful electrocution" in the
series of nineteen.
Then the body was taken from the chair

and the autopsy held. It was found that,
unlike other cases, clots of blood were

on the brain. Later still the body was

taken to Poughkeepsie for burial, Father
Bruder taking charge of the arrangements.
Feigenbaum made a will, by the terms

of which his sister gets all his property
except a few minor bequests. He claimed
to have some land out West and money In
a New York City bank.

CONFESSES TO NEW CRIMES

Two More Murders Added to Laughlin't
Li rt of Three.

Brookvllle, Ky., April 27..It is reported
that Robert Laughlln, who Is in jail at

Maysville for the murder of his wife and
niece, has confessed to two more mur-
ders.
The Idiot child whose dead body was

found In the spring near his house was

Laughlln's first victim, and Benjamin Mc-
Crackin, his brother-in-law, the second,
making five in ulL


